A LONG TIME AGO 
PEOPLE DECIDED TO 
LIVE IN AMERICA 


I'M wandering along, thinking about how I'd like to get laid by 
somebody new. It's a cold winter afternoon and just another thought, 
almost out of my mind when— 

A tall, God-I-love the tall-ones girl comes walking up the street, casual 
as a young animal with Levi's on. She must be 5-9, wearing a blue 
sweater. Her breasts are loose beneath it and move in firm youthful tide. 

She has no shoes on. 

She's a hippie girl. 

Her hair is long. 

She doesn't know how pretty she is. I like that. It always turns me on, 
which isn't very hard to do right now because I'm already thinking 
about girls. 

Then as we pass each other she turns toward me, a thing totally 
unexpected and she says, "Don't I know you?" 

Wow! She is standing beside me now: She's really tall! 

I look closely at her. I try to see if I know her. Maybe she's a former 
lover or somebody else I've met or made a pass at when I've been 
drunk. I look carefully at her and she is beautiful in a fresh young way. 
She has the nicest blue eyes, but I don't recognize her. 

"I know I've seen you before," she says, looking up into my face. 
"What's your name?" 

"Clarence." 

"Clarence?" 

"Yeah, Clarence." 

"Oh, then I don't know you," she says. 


That was kind of fast. 

Her feet are cold on the pavement and she's hunched in a cold-like way 
toward me. 

"What is your name?" I ask, maybe I'm going to make a pass at her. 
That's what I should be doing right now. Actually, I'm about thirty 
seconds late in doing it. 

"Willow Woman," she says. "I'm trying to get out to the Haight- 
Ashbury. I just got into town from Spokane." 

"T wouldn't,” I say. "It's very bad out there." 

"I have friends in the Haight-Ashbury," she says. 

"It's a bad place," I say. 

She shrugs her shoulders and looks helplessly down at her feet. Then 
she looks up and her eyes have a friendly wounded expression in them. 

"This is all I have," she says. 

(Meaning what she is wearing.) 

"And what's in my pocket," she says. 

(Her eyes glance furtively toward the left rear pocket of her Levi's.) 

"My friends will help me out when I get there," she says. 

(Glancing in the direction of the Haight-Ashbury three miles away.) 

Suddenly she has become awkward. She doesn't know exactly what to 
do. She has taken two steps backward. They are in the direction of going 
up the street. 


"I... ," she says. 

"IT... ."looking down at her cold feet again. 
She takes another half-step backward. 
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"I don't want to whine,” she says. 

She's really disgusted with what's happening now. She's ready to 
leave. It didn't work out the way she wanted. 

"Let me help you," I say. 


I reach into my pocket. 

She steps toward me, instantly relieved as if a miracle has happened. 

I give her a dollar, having totally lost somewhere the thread of making a 
pass at her, which I had planned on doing. 

She can't believe it's a dollar and throws her arms around me and 
kisses me on the cheek. Her body is warm, friendly and giving. 

We could make a nice scene together. I could say the words that 
would cause it to be, but I don't say anything because I've lost the thread 
of making a pass at her and don't know where it's gone, and she departs 
beautifully toward all the people that she will ever meet, at best I will 
turn out to be a phantom memory, and all the lives that she will live. 

We've finished living this one together. 

She's gone. 


